234     MY TRAVELS IN THE EAST
to Cuba* He reached Manila only two
weeks before the discovery of the revolutionary
plot. The government implicated him in
the conspiracy and so he was sent back
to Manila from Spain where he reached
enroute to Cuba and here he was tried
by a court-martial for sedition and rebellion
and was condemned to death. In the
early morning of the 30th December, 1896,
he was taken to the Luneta where he was
shot down to death. The following is a
portion of the beautiful poem he wrote
just before his death.
'I die while dawn's rich iris hues are
Staining yet the sky,
Heralds of the freer day still hidden from view
Behind the night's dark mantle. And should
The morning nigh
Need crimson, shed my heart's blood quickly,
Freely let  it dye
The  newborn  light with  the glory  of   its
Ensanguined hue.'